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Purple Tree Shades Many a Secret b
ERnLITSETID

By John Pagones

TIL DIETERLE was uuns
-2 break when I walked .lnto
_the Manger Hamilton's Purple
‘Tree the other eveninz Since.
I was alone the
hostess placed

the wall. :
I ordered a§
drink' and the §8
waitress
‘biought ({t
falongbowlth 2
large wl of
‘popecorn | Tasones
think it was yellow, but I

could never tell because the

Loty
Coamg e
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returned ﬁmgmdm chester, N. Y.,

everyone?” I .muld chat Is
“Yes, sir,” she “that isjfrom his family. A

until we. run out.” Sho asked lll‘l

how everything was going,

mﬁn‘e:itthmm&r the lﬁﬂ

routine man wholo, nned

also wae alons. Before the ;-:, muue

he kept on reft

In the b'eklround' mb p

avening was ovu-. some thred




